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dedicated to those who sat in. a circle and 
saw not, but were nevertheless sincere jn 
their purpose. 
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MIND UNDYING. 

A Play in One Act; Three Scenes. 

SCENE I. — A road in a small town. A wanderer has 

just paused in the near distance; he observes the Inn 

and stops a moment. 

Time : The Present. An evening in September. 

WandUrUr : " As I live, 'tis the Old Fox. Then the 
ruthless hand of time has left at least one land- 
mark of the past." He walks a little nearer to the 
Inn. " As I thought, 'tis really the Old Fox, but the 
sign has gone. What memories come back, what 
scenes come before mine eyes ! If memory then 
is the only thing that grief can call its own, I have 
had my fill ! This road is older, it has changed : 
things must change; trees, flowers change; men 
and women change, but the same moon shines 
above it changes not. I, too, have changed — in 
form, but in memory not. How I wish I could 
forget ! " 

" Through many countries I have wandered, 
Africa, India Thibet, but ever the same memory 
lingers, the past lives on ; to me it seems unchang- 
ing, for destiny — an ugly word — must be fulfilled." 
He moves on. " If 'tis destiny, then it has led me 
once again to this Inn, perhaps to recount the past, 
yes, but without the companionship as of yore 
which I once cherished." He comes up to the Inn. 

" I must go within and see if aught has 
changed there." He now walks into the Inn. As 
he enters the door on his left he observes a number 
of men drinking out of pewter tankards, but not 
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appearing to notice them he goes further in and 
asks for the Innkeeper. The Innkeeper comes 
forward and greets him. 

Wanderer : " I would have supper and a bed for 
to-night and for a week hence also if such is 
possible." 

Innkeeper : " Your baggage will be sent here, of 
course, Sir? " 

Wanderer : " Baggage ? I have none, unless you 
include myself." 

Innkeeper : " It is customary " 

WandErER : " Tush, man, I have money enough to pay ; 
give me sup and a bed and I shall pay you in 
advance according to tariff. A fig for custom ! " 

InnkEEpER : " I meant no offence, Sir. You will 
understand that we innkeepers are subject to laws." 

WandErER : " Yes, of course, this is another age, but 

in the old still, what does it matter? You can 

give me a bed? " 

InnkEEpER : " Why, certainly. Will you be good 
enough to sign your name in this book? " 

WandErER : " I will indeed." He signs his name in 
the book with a distinct flourish of the pen, then 
walks quickly into another room indicated by the 
Innkeeper. The Innkeeper notices the name 
written in the book and scratches his head. A 
native of the tozvn seated with other men at the 
table says : 

Towny : " An odd fellow, Jim, seems very abrupt and 
he looks a stranger to these parts. What's his 
name? " 
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Innkeeper: "Have a look for yourself, Alf." Alf 
reads the name — Francisco Hogg. " A queer 
name, isn't it ? " 

Alf : " It is that, half foreign." 

Innkeeper : " I seem to know his face, but I can't 
remember seeing him before. However, I must 
get him something to eat." 

Alf (to his companions seated at the table) : " Not 
often we gets a queer fellow like that. He hasn't 
any baggage, but money enough to pay." 

A Farmer : " What's his name, Alf ? " 

Alf : " Francisco Hogg, sounds a bit like Hitalian, and 
he looks it." 

Farmer : " Garn, what's in a name ? A fellow can't 
help what's given to him at birth." 

AlF: "He doesn't seem very friendly; he's queer." 

Farmer: "Well, what does that matter? He has 
money to pay, and that's all that matters in this 
world." 

Alf : " He said he wanted a bed for a week, so we are 
likely to see a lot of him. I wonder if he's 
generous." 

Farmer : " Always thirsty, Alf. Well, I'm afraid he 
won't have much truck with you. He looks like 
one of these scholar fellows, and most likely he 
wants peace and quiet for study." 

Alf : " Well, Jim will get on very well with him, for 
he's fond of study : he should have been a scholar." 

Farmer : " Well, I must sup up and be going. Good 
night, Alf." 

Alf: "Good night." 
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SCENE II- — The same : an inner room half an hour 

later. 

Francisco Hogg is eating his supper; Jim the Inn- 
keeper, has just entered and placed some wine on the 
table. He is about to retire when Hogg calls him back. 

Hogg : " Tell me," mine host, what name do you give 
to this Inn nowadays? " 

InnkSSpUr : " The Old Fox, Sir." 

Hogg : " A wise name, my friend, and one that smirks 
of cunning, for there is none so cunning as an old 
fox. Know you aught of the history of this Inn? " 

Innkeeper : " But little, Sir, save that it is well over 
three hundred years old. It is said that many 
famous people of past times have slept here." 

Hogg: "To wit?" 

Innkeeper : " I beg your pardon, Sir? " 

Hogg : " I mean, what great people, their names ? " 

InnkUEpEr : " Why, the Earl of Essex, Sir, Francis 

Bacon, and it is said even good Queen Bess has 
slept in the principal room here." 

Hogg : " The good Queen Bess? Mean you, Elizabeth 
of England? " 

Innke^pER : " It is so said, Sir, but I don't know if she 
were good or bad." 

Hogg : " Then why call her ' good Queen Bess ' if you 

know not if she were good or bad? " 
Innkeeper : " I only know what tradition says." 
FIoGG : "Know you what tradition is?" 

Innkeeper : " Well, Sir, I — er — well, I thougbt so until 
this moment when you asked me. No, Sir. I do 
not." 
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Hogg : " What savs the tradition concerning — Francis 
Bacon?" 

Innkeeper : " That he often visited the Old Fox, for 
it was known as that in those days. Some members 
of an Occult Society once visited here and asked 
me questions about the Inn and Francis Bacon's 
connection with it. They held a few meetings 
here." 

Hogg : " And what said they about Bacon's visits 
here?" 

Innkeeper : " The one who appeared to be their leader 
spoke about feeling the presence of Sir Francis 
Bacon here in this room. Other members were 
taking notes, but I don't know what they were 
writing." 

Hogg : " Did they appear to know that Bacon actually 
stayed here or not? " 

Innkeeper : " I don't quite know, Sir ; they asked me 
a lot of questions and I told them that a book could 
be obtained giving something of the history of the 
Inn and the district." 

Hogg : " What is the name of that book? " 

Innkeeper : " That I don't know, Sir, but I think it is 
in the library." 

Hogg : " I suppose you have lived here a long time? " 

InnkEEpER : " I was born in this district, but have only 
been at this Inn since the War." 

Hogg : " Ah, the Great War, that merciless avenue 
which led many out beyond to freedom and brought 
others to bondage. Aye, my friend, war leads 
many a nation to an undoing not pleasing to the 
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kingdom of heaven; still, these things must be. 
You will pardon my questioning, will you not?" 

Innkeeper : " Of course, Sir. I suppose you question 
because you are interested in the Inn? " 

Hogg : " He that questions much shall learn much if 
he that questions apply his skill to the person whom 
he asks. I did but ask to learn." 

Innkeeper : " Have you visited this district before, 
Sir?" 

Hogg : " Ah, my friend, you too would learn. I am 
indeed interested in the Old Fox, that is why I 
have come here. In dealing with anything of 
cunning, we must consider its ends, as a person his 
speech, a fox his tactics, and question or think on 
that they least look for. If we must learn, we must 
know how to put a question." 

Innkeeper : " You have me out of my depth, Sir, but 
I guess you are right. I shall go now to prepare 
your room." Exit, scratching his head as if in 
deep thought. 

Hogg (musing) : " Good Queen Bess ! What is good, 
what is bad, but one's own interpretation of a 
matter as it pleases one's self? So they say the 
G oriana slept here, and Robert, too. Truly, these 
walls have known good company. It must, indeed, 
have been a tempestuous night if Bess slept here, 
and yet, could I not trust my memory, I would 
fain believe it. And the Occult Societies would 
learn, aye, they would link up Francis Bacon with 
a hundred names and then not know him even if 
he appeared in their midst. Well, it is honourable 
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to be followed, but the following in some may make 
for insolence, in others discontent. Let them seek, 
let them find; happy they who are blessed with an 
insufficiency of memory." 

SCENE III. — The inner room. Afternoon of the sixth 

day. Hogg seated holding converse with the Landlord. 

The wireless set is turned on : 

Hogg : " Yes, mine host, you are very pleased with 
your wireless set, but you are ignorant as to how 
that music is made audible to your ears, coming 
from so far away." 

InnkEEpER : " It has always puzzled me, it is a mystery 
how we can hear it from such a long distance." 

Hogg : " To you it is a great mystery, yet there are 
greater mysteries. How comes it that you yourself 
cannot with your mind tune into the history of this 
place, get into its past atmosphere, as it were, for 
there are records to be read? " 

Innkeeper : " That's impossible, Sir, how could anyone 
tune into a place, say like this Inn, without a 
wireless set? You must have music, people, 
electrictiy and the like, to do it, if it can be done." 

Hogg : " I said tune in with the mind." 

InnkEEpER : " Tune in with the mind? Do you mean 
read people's thoughts? Tel — telly — " 

Hogg : " Telepathy, you mean." 

Innkeeper : " Telly-pathy, that's it. I have heard of 
people doing that, but have never seen it done. I 
have wondered if it was true ; with a wireless set 
it's different, but with mind it's difficult to believe." 

Hogg : " Do you really understand how it is done with 
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wireless sets? " 
InnkEEpER : " What I mean, Sir, it's clone that way." 
Hogg : " What is done that way? " 

InnkEEpER : " Well, I hear this music, so do you, and 
hundreds of others do so also. We are all sure 
we hear music, or voices speaking; its Telly-pathy 
through the air, is'nt it ? " 

Hogg : " True, my friend, but your set is not sufficiently 
powerful to tune into foreign stations, therefore 
you are limited in your appreciation of what is 
transmitted through the air, as you say. So it is 
with your mind; it is not powerful enough to tune 
into records which may be here in this Inn, or even 
elsewhere. It is through the Ethers that sound is 
transmitted, and through those self same Ethers 
are transmitted the thoughts of men, and so they 
have been transmitted since the world began." 

InnkEEpER : " You don't say so, Sir? " 

Hogg : " But I have just done so. You know that a 
hound can follow the scent of a criminal if it is 
given something to sniff that the criminal has worn 
or touched. Do you know that the natives of 
Africa and of certain other countries can feel a 
foreigner a long distance off without even seeing 
him, and that ants can communicate intelligence to 
each other even from a distance? " 

Innkeeper : " I knew about the hound, Sir, but not 
about the African natives or the ants." 

Hogg: " Well, then, who can deny with certainty that 
men, through their thoughts, impress the Ethers 
and so leave records there, or even on clothes, 
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furniture, or in places? If they do leave such 
records it may be possible then for a sensitive mind 
to read them, even after they are dead, provided 
that the mind can tune into them." 

Innkeeper : " Aye, that's it, if one could tune in, if one 
knew how." 

Hogg : " There may be some who can. Telepathy may 
be truer than you think. You have said that this 
Inn has a history, that great people of the past have 
- stayed here; if that is so, then they have left 
records which can be read by trained sensitive 
minds, if such is true." 

Innkeeper : " Come to think of it, Sir, it seems to me 
you are right. Do you believe in Ghosts ? " 

Hogg : " I can lend willing ear to any faithful state- 
ment of an extraordinary happening, after the 
which I may commit myself to a belief or disbelief 
accordingly. Do you? " 

InnkUSpkr : " I don't know, Sir, but I'll tell you." The 
Innkeeper rises and walks to the door, looks out 
and being satisfied that no one is near, he closes 
the door and sits down again. " This is the Gospel 
truth, Sir. One night, about two years ago, I was 
going upstairs carrying a candle which was lit; I 
had put out all the other lights, and when I got 
halfway upstairs the light went out. There wasn't 
any draught, for the night was warm, it was in 
June, but I felt someone distinctly blow out the 
light. Then I looked up the stairs and there was 
a woman dressed in the fashion of old days 
standing on the stairs." 
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Hogg: "Well, what then?" 

Innkeeper : " She seemed to be looking for someone 
and I said, ' What do you want ? ' 
best to say something, but I was scared." 

Hogg : " Did she answer? " 



I thought it 



Innkeeper : " No, but she walked down the stairs 
towards me and so I ran downstairs and quickly 
lit my candle; I thought the light might be a 
protection. I watched, and then I saw the woman 
go through the front door and pass outside. I 
fancied, only fancied, mind you, that she was 
talking to a man. Then I saw the face of the man 
at the window." 

Hogg : " Can you describe the man? " 

Innkeeper : " Good God, Sir, I have only just realised." 

Hogg : " Only just realised what? " 

Innkeeper : " I hardly care to say, Sir." The Inn- 
keeper looked scared. 

Hogg : " Come, tell me, my friend, I am quite 
sympathetic." 

InnkEEpER : " I haven't told anyone else this, Sir, but 
excuse me, Sir, the face of the man was like yours ; 
perhaps I was dreaming, but it seemed real." 

Hogg : " So the man was like me, Eh ? No doubt, you 
were for the moment tuned into the past and 
witnessed an event which actually took place in this 
Inn." 

InnkEEpER : " Do you really think so? " 

Hogg : I do indeed. Have you not heard of haunted 
houses? In such houses the souls of the departed 
visit the places they formerly habitated, and they 
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visit for a purpose." 

Innkeeper : " What do you think that woman wanted, 
that I saw ? " 

Hogg : " It might have been Queen Elizabeth, keeping 
a nocturnal appointment." 

Innkeeper : " Knock turnal, Sir? " 

Hogg : " Yes, a nightly appointment, a visit to some- 
one." 

Innk£Up£r : " Oh, I see. Its queer." 

Hogg : " Not so queer, my friend. This Inn is really 
full of records, memories. Who knows, perhaps, 
but that we have lived here in the past. Perhaps 
we have sat in these very chairs, by this table 
before. We may even have spoken these same 
thoughts before. Who knows but that the people of 
the past may be looking at us now? " 

InnkiJEp^r : " It gives one the creeps, doesn't it, Sir? " 

Hogg : " Yes, to some it does. But reflect upon this : 
we may be making records now in this room for 
someone in the future to read. A great man once 
said, ' We are such stuff as dreams are made of,' 
and as we dream so we make memories — records of 
thought. Perhaps some day we may awaken to 
reality; life is but a dream, and dreams play strange 
tricks upon the mind. Perhaps we all are sleeping 
even now, and hope some day to wake up to see 
the realism of things." 

Innk£EpiJr : " You have me out of my depth, Sir; you 
are a scholar and see more than I do, but I thank 
you for enlightening me." 

FIogg : " Not at all. But here let me give you a 
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friendly word of advice. Never be surprised or 
frightened at anything that you see which is not 
physical. A man ever on his guard acquires a 
sharp wit and may learn much. Perhaps when 
those Occultists come here again they may be able 
to tune into our conversation, for Occultists are 
supposed to be able to do that." 

InnkEEpEr : " I hope not, Sir. If that was so, it would 
be awkward." 

Hogg: " Why so?" 

Innkeeper : " Well, they might think me a fool, saying 
I saw a ghost." 

Hogg : " Their business is not only to see them, but to 
communicate with them also." 

Innkeeper : " Is that a fact, Sir? " 

Hogg : " It is, and if they could tune into our records 
of the past as well as the present, they would learn 
much, no doubt. For instance, if they tuned into 
my records and knew my name, they might say, 
' Oh, his father or forefather must have looked 
after pigs or hogs, that's how he got his name." 

Innkeeper : " Ha ! Ha ! you joke, Sir, but I wouldn't 
like to say that." 

Hogg : " Perhaps not, but there are many people who 
would say anything, Even so, somebody must look 
after pigs, and pig is good food, is it not? " 

Innkeeper : " It is, Sir. What is nicer than a couple 
of rashers of bacon for breakfast and with a fried 
egg?" 

Hogg : " That's true. I have no doubt that Sir Francis 
Bacon" was fond of a rasher or two for his break- 
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fast." 



Innke^p^r : " I'll bet he was, Sir. Perhaps his father 
or forefather looked after pigs and that's how he 
got his name." 

Hogg : " Now you joke, my friend. Yet you may be 
right, for Sir Francis Bacon had a Heraldic sign 
which was a boar; and a boar is a species of pig 
—What's the matter ? " 

Innkeeper : " I don't know, Sir. I must be dreaming. 

I thought you changed for a moment and were the 

man whose face I saw at the window two years 

ago. You must excuse me, Sir, I am not given to 

these turns." 

Hogg : " Be not alarmed, it is possible you have again 
tuned into the past; mayhap your mind was 
switched on to that period when Sir Francis Bacon 
sat in this very room — perhaps in this chair. Who 
knows ? " 

Innkeeper : " I think I had better go now, Sir, I have 
some work to do before the evening and I have 
taken up a lot of your time." 

Hogg : " Not at all, you interest me, and from you I 
learn much." 

Innke;e;pe;r : " Oh no, Sir, I learn from you. I don't 
think I am too well. You are different again. You 
are dressed in old-time clothes. In God's name, 
Sir, who are you ? " 

Hogg: "Why, 'Mr. Hogg.' But come, be not 
frightened, you can believe the evidence of your 
senses, can you not? " 

InnkuUpSr : " Yes, Sir, but why do I see you different?" 
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Hogg : " Quite likely you see me as Bacon and not as 
Hogg." 

Innkeeper: "But how can that be? You are Mr. 
Hogg, and yet I see you as someone else. Surely 
I am not going off it." He stands up, alarmed. 

Hogg : " My friend, I told you this Inn had records, 
that men leave records wherever they go. Well, 
then, you are seeing me as of the past. I am but 
a record, aye, even Sir Francis Bacon, who slept 
at this Inn long years ago. Puzzle not your mind 
as to how it is so; leave that to the Occultists. 
Rest assured that you have seen Bacon as well as 
Hogg, but speak cautiously of it among your 
friends. To-morrow I shall be gone, perhaps to 
make newer records, yet I leave with a pleasant 
memory of this Inn and my conversation with you. 
Therefore, be like an Old Fox, ever alert, shrewd, 
and give the hounds a good run." 

Curtain. 
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